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FLIGHT
Tim Scott
It was by accident that Cyril discovered that he had
been granted immunity from the lazy laws of gravity,
which assume compliance, without enforcement. Cyril
had been climbing up to the balcony of the second floor
condominium which, for financial reasons, he shared with
his mother. He was climbing up onto the balcony, rather
than taking the more conventional route of the stairs, in
order to play an admittedly childish prank on his cat, a
furball of a Maine Coon that stared at him with shocked
fascination, agape at her human companion behaving as if
he were a giant squirrel. It was just after making eye contact
with the cat, Clovis, that he did a most unsquirrelli.kething.
He slipped. And fell. Or began to fall. He twisted his body
abruptly about in space, attempting to turn the fall at least
partially into a leap. With the motion of his torso, the
downward motion stopped. He bobbed easily in mid-air.
Silently, he pondered. He looked up and down the walkway of the building, and was relieved to note that no one
was in sight. He felt absurdly guilty, as though he were
doing something obscene. He knew that this was a private
moment, and he did not wish to be observed. Strangely,
this concern for privacy eclipsed, and for the moment
precluded, amazement. But not for long. Experimentally,
he flexed his muscles and concentrated on altitude. T entatively his body bobbed upward. Clovis sat transfixed,
enormous green eyes following his progress through space.
Cyril closed his eyes and stretched. He was even with the
third floor window of the likeable elderly couple living
above him. They, too, had a grown child living with them,
a daughter named Nancy, whose only obviously unattractive trait was her smoking. Nancy, her back to the window,
was just slipping out of a pair of panties. Naked, she
bundled her clothes and padded barefooted into the bathroom, closing the door behaind her. Cyril blushed and
stretched once again. He was above the roof of the building,
and came in for a gentle landing. He walked to the edge of
the roof at the front of the building. He had never been on
his own roof before, and he wanted to see what he could
see. Three floors in Chicago, even in a quiet residential
neighbourhood, is not a commanding height. The perspective on the spire of the Cathedral of the Sacred Heart, less
than a block away, was a new one, however, he had to
admit. A quick look up and down the block revealed no
pedestrians. H anyone was watching from the concealment
of a window, that was their problem. He stepped off of the
roof, and permitted himself to fall gracefully to the condominium lawn. He had thinking to do. He went upstairs,
using the stairs.
The wind was strong, with gusts tearing at his light
windbreaker as if it were a canvas sail on a gale-tossed sea.
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From his particular perspective, from where he was standing on the Golden Gate Bridge, his view of the lights of the
Bay Area was passable, but not surpassing.
He had spent literally every last cent he had had on a
coach-classairline ticket to San Francisco, with enough left
over for two· mealsper day from MacDonald's and a single
room at the Hotel Beresford for the duration of his stay.
He did not understand his sense of urgency. He only knew
that, for the first time in his life, he trusted his instincts
completely, and SanFrancisco drew him like a magnet. The
Bridge did not make it easy for jumpers, though there were
enough suicides from the Bridge for all of that. He had a
bit of clambering to do before reaching access to empty
space. His uncle Roberto, a civil engineer in San Jose, had
once told him that the Bridge was suspended approximately seventy stories over the waters of San Francisco
Bay. Cy had seen the view many times by light of day, and
it had not seemed that far to him. But what did he know?
He jumped. He discovered that he had to fight the
breeze, but it was only slightly more difficult than walking
head-on into a very strong wind. Not easy, but certainly
do-able. He soared. He soared as man was not meant to
soar. He thought briefly of Icarus, and looked towards the
moon. She was full of secrets, and She would keep his. With
an adrenaline rush that kept him from feeling the strain on
his muscles, he rose. He gasped with astonishment to find
himself very far above, perhaps seventy stories above, the
Golden Gate Bridge. The yellow and red lights of traffic
snaked across the Bridge in both directions. The lights of
the city climbed the hills into the distance. The surrounding communities, Berkeley, Oakland, were the beacons of
the landbound, and for all the glory of the present moment,
he knew that it was to them and not to the eagles he was
kin.
But not for a while yet. For the moment, for the
moment, he exulted. He rose and dove and swooped. He
shouted his wild glee into the ridges of the wind. For the
instant, he knew perfect freedom, was perfect freedom. A
nanosecond of greed rose and seemed insatiable. He wanted
New York Harbour this way. The Golden Triangle of
Pittsburgh. He wanted it all, every view, every city, just as
he sometimes believed that only every woman in the world
could satisfy his appetite for female flesh. The nanosecond
passed, and that moment, the one perfect moment, was
enough.
He did not land until almost dawn.
~~~

He sat, in a seat in the waiting area of a gate at Chicago
O'Hare's C Terminal. He did not yet desire to take the
Rapid Transit home. His flight home from San Francisco
had arrived just under an hour before. The gift had been

taken back. He had known it immediately upon awakening, after his night of flight. He had spent the entire flight
from California back to Chicago pondering the gift which
he had been permitted to borrow. He wondered what had
made him worthy. Perhaps nothing. Perhaps that was part
of the gift's beauty. Who knew? He had decided, in any
event, how to integrate the experience into his life. He

would not question it. He would let it be. He drained the
last of his lousy airport coffee from the styrofoam cup, and
tossed the cup into the nearest wastebin. He stood, picked
up his one small suitcase, and began the trek towards the
train, his feet solidly upon the ground.

MOVING ON
Tom Liberman
The sun hovered at its apex in the sky, driving its heat
into the old dirt road. From far off in the distance a shallow
rumbling sounded and a cloud of dust indicated fast-approaching movement of some kind. Soon a black and gold
Camaro came charging around the bend and a young man
wielding an aluminum baseballbat leaned out the window
on the passenger side. The car slowed its pace as it approached the front of an old house and the boy reared back
with his bat taking aim at the unpainted mail box at the
head of the drive.
A loud crash followed as the bat made contact with its
target and the car spun around in a circle its tires throwing
up a cloud of dust. The entire scene became cloaked with
flying particles although the steady hum of the car stopped
and the sound of opening and closing of doors came
through the murk.
As the dust began to settle five boys loomed forward
towards the wreckage of the mailbox that littered the
drivewaywith unopened envelopes. The tallest of the boys,
about 18 years old, still held the bat in his right hand and
he led the other four towards the house. All had grim
expressions on their faces and the others carried chains,
knives and a paint bucket.
The leader of the group approached the two story
country house with determined footsteps and climbing the
front porch hit the door with a heavy blow. The other boys
busied themselves with the paint and various other weapons, defacing the property. A short red headed boy with a
thousand frecklesand a lean body busied himselftearing up
the beautiful rose garden on the east side of the house.
Another boy, wearing a black leather flight jacket with
brown hair and sensitive eyes, climbed the outside of the
porch and began hammering in the windows on the house
that were all on the second floor.
The boys continued their frenzy for some time before
one by one slowing down and moving back towards the
car. The leader stopped last, bis bands sweaty, the front
door and porch half demolished, and turned to look at their
work. He surveyed the broken windows, the destroyed
gardens and the random splashes of paint as his breath

slowly calmed. He looked back towards the house a final
time and then glancing quickly at the slowly descending sun
hurled his bat towards what remained of the front door. It
whirled through the silent air and crashed heavily into the
side of the house.
The boys piled back into the car and it vanished down
the road with a loud growl, spewing rocks in every direction. Soon the dust settled and the scene became quiet again.
Envelopes lay still in the breezeless air and dying roses
littered the yard with their bloodless corpses. Still no
movement came from within the house as the sun slowly
descended.
The Camaro sped down the dirt road for a quarter of a
mile before it intersected a blacktop street where it turned
right. Following the blacktop it roared past a sign reading,
"Hamilton 2 miles." Soon a small town appeared on the
horizon and the car slowed to 55 as it passed a faded
billboard for Budweiser just on the edge of the city. From
behind the billboard a blue and white police car pulled out
and headed into town behind the Camaro. The blacktop
road soon turned into Main street and the boys rolled down
past a brick building where a group of men sat having lunch.
The men watched the car roll past and a few shook their
heads sadly but for a couple of seconds no-one said a word.
Finally, Mort Cooper, a gray haired man with blue eyes
and a big belly, broke the silence. "Nobody much minded
him as long as be stayed up there in his house and didn't
bug anyone."
"How old is the girl?" asked Ralph Patterson, a local
apple farmer.
Some discussion took place before Sam Thomason, a
scarecrow-like man who owned a good deal of the land
outside town, clarified matters. "She just had her fifteenth
birthday two weeks ago. I remember because my girl Tracy
went:
"It's a damn shame," piped up Harold Pinter, who ran
the insurance office on State before turning it over to his
son a few years back. "He spent a lot of money in this town.
Don't you think there's some way we can tide the matter
over?"
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